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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

back to Blighty in the end. Well, I think 
this is all that I will say at present, so I will 
conclude, with best wishes. 

I remain, sincerely, 

SAPPER T. DUNN, 

No. 189467, R.E. 

I witness the signature of Sapper T. Dunn. 

E. WARREN MAUNDER, 

Sister, Royal Berks Hospital, 
Reading. 
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AT CREIL 

parcel joggled along behind the saddle ; and 
a long fishing-rod extended itself full-length 
down my back ! This rod stretched out 
beyond my head and only managed to skirt 
the back wheel of my cycle ! Thus I 
departed. 
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CHAPTER III 
In Soldier's Clothes 

IN August 1915 the city of Paris was 
no longer in a state of paralysis. 
The sudden cessation of normal life 
at the outbreak of war had given place to 
intense activity, with war-work as its pivot ; 
every Parisian was busy, and idle visitors 
either became rapidly absorbed into that great 
working machine or fled from Paris, inspired 
to flight by sheer loneliness amid this scene 
of life. Never had those wonderful boule- 
vards appeared fuller with martial splendour 
than when, in the scorching sun of this hot 
summer, khaki lads, side by side with blue- 
uniformed French troops — all spending their 
brief leaves in Paris — sat together outside 

cafes. 
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SAPPER DOROTHY LAWRENCE 

of the bicycle, and again he made that huge 
brown-paper parcel that could excel any yet 
seen suspended from ordinary cycles. Long 
ago I had failed to make any self-respecting 
Gladstone bag remain behind the saddle : 
I must therefore put up with that inevitable 
parcel. The patron tied on my parcel 
securely ; and amid friendly waves from 
several hands I rode towards Paris. Here 
I had to face another difficulty. My hair 
must be cut properly, according to military 
cut, yet without causing suspicion. Time 
helped me. At St. Lazare Station I spent 
hours, presumably watching troops ; really 
I was occupied in winning the confidence of 
two stalwart Scotch military police on duty 
at the station. Help I wanted ; and they 
could either hinder or help. Three days 
that job required. Freckled Scottie at first 
thought I was a woman of loose morals ; 
then thought, " I don't know what to make 
of you " ; and finally thought, " She's a 
sporty kid. I'll help her." So one evening 
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IN SOLDIER'S CLOTHES 

reverberated with laughter, the crowded rooms 

revealing French and English officers eating 

their meals to the sound of automatic pianos. 

Life here pulsed high with the full-blooded 

throb of healthy routine ; twenty miles away, 

carnage had strewn the countryside with the 

disfigured forms of dead men. Between the 

town and this carnage there stretched a long 

white road that connected each with the other. 

Along that white road I now cycled, with only 

2S. 6d. in my pocket— either the front or risk 

of death in the effort. So often on these 

roads one comes across lone figures of refugees 

who, separated from the fugitive host, add 

poignancy to the sad picture by their very 

loneliness. One such I met. This woman 

tramped wearily along the road, after hours 

of steady plodding, en route for any convent 

ready to take in a forlorn refugee. Her 

home had passed to the Germans and she 

fled, with only one article of underclothing 

to her back, and a tiny child, who clung 

tightly to the bedraggled skirt. Glut of 
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IN SOLDIER'S CLOTHES 

peasantry managed to be through all this 
horror. Forbearance and good temper 
reigned ; and French politeness never ceased. 
Every one benefited by this spirit of friendli- 
ness. As I left Amiens, peasants came out 
to direct my cycle-rides. 

" Go straight on ; and you will arrive at 
B&hune." 

So I rode straight on for 60 kilometres 
approximately ; and these long rides through 
sweltering heat added to my unattractive 
appearance. Stains of Condy's fluid, look- 
ing like dirt, trickled down my face, and the 
heavy full-length blanket coat, worn for 
decency's sake, gave further discomfort. 
Truly, I looked awful ! Discarding earlier 
in the journey all unnecessary clothing, I 
had thus prepared for quick change into 
uniform ; change to take place in some field 
at a moment's notice. Behind my cycle 
dangled in its parcel, cap, boots, uniform, and 
braces. It wouldn't do for soldiers to dis- 
cover discarded petticoats in a field, thought 
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" You remember your regimental number 
and name ? " he asked. 

" Yes/' I replied quickly. 

Suddenly a white light flooded the court- 
yard, and the door flew open. Out streamed 
khaki figures. One man reeled, his form 
silhouetted against the sky. He was drunk ; 
and I learnt that drunken men do sometimes 
march to their possible death. Hastily 
moving amongst his men the N.C.O. prepared 
his line. 

" Now then." 

Hearing the words of command I got away 
from the wall, and mingled with the moving 
throng. 

"March! Left, right, left, right, left, 
right. ,, 

And I? 
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if our Generals take leave of their suite it 
takes far longer than forty seconds, and the 
departure, compared with similar occurrences 
in the French army, lacks graceful action 
and precision. This I remark only by the 
way. 
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IN A CONVENT 

saying " Well, I call that damn good." He 
knew the spirit of the Allied forces ; and 
I have learnt how grandly that spirit 
abides. 
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